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LilfiCOIiH   CEf4TEHA{?Y  ODE 


I. 


The  jSTation's  birth  was  barely  wrought 
By  bloody  conflict  dearly  bought, 
When,  to  the  wild  untrodden  West, 
Led  onward  by  the  feverish  quest 
That  stirs  the  hardy  pioneer 
Who  scouts  at  loneliness  and  fear, 
A  family,  poor,  unfriended,  came, 
Of  native  stock  and  English  name. 
There  in  Kentucky's  barren  hills, 
Amid  the  mountain  streams  and  rills, 
They  built  a  cabin,  rude,  forlorn, 
And  there  in  poverty  was  born 
The  child,  predestined  to  be  great, 
Whose  birth  today  we  celebrate. 


II. 


Lincoln  !     One  hundred  years  have  passed 

Since  on  this  earth  his  lot  was  cast — 

A  century  of  the  JSTation's  life, 

A  century  of  storm  and  strife, 

A  century  of  growth  and  gain 

That  knew  no  barrier  nor  bane. 

When  first  his  eyes  the  light  beheld 

ISTot  yet  were  virgin  forests  felled; 

The  turbulent  Ohio  flowed 

^^Tiere  dwelt  in  desolate  abode 

A  hardy  and  a  scattered  band, 

The  early  settlers  of  the  land. 

The  Eed-skin  hunted  on  the  plains 

Where  now  are  sped  the  moving  trains; 

The  buffalo  had  feeding  ground 


Where  crowded  cities  now  abound ; 
Where  pioneer  his  axe  did  wield 
Is  now  the  cultivated  field ; 
The  busy  marts  of  trade  are  met 
Where  erst  the  frontier  fort  was  set ; 
And  millions  dwell  in  wealth  and  pride 
Where  rude  log  cabins  did  abide — 
Such  changes  has  a  century  brought, 
Such  marvels  has  a  century  wrought. 


III. 

In  such  rude  gTiise  his  life  began, 

'Mid  such  wild  scenes  its  current  ran. 

To  boyhood  and  to  youth  he  grew 

And  naught  of  ease  or  comfort  knew. 

His  hands  were  set  to  roughest  toil. 

To  split  the  rail,  to  till  the  soil. 

The  woodman's  axe  his  arm  did  wield. 

His  feet  they  trod  the  furrowed  field. 

And,  when  the  daily  task  was  done 

And  scanty  leisure  hardly  won. 

The  lad  essayed  with  eager  joy 

His  mind  to  w^orthily  employ ; 

To  gather  knowledge  from  the  few 

And  treasured  books  his  boyhood  knew. 

The  Bible  chiefly — little  more — 

He  scanned  its  pages  o'er  and  o'er ; 

With  ^Ij^sop's  Fables  and  Crusoe, 

The  simple  story  of  Defoe — 

These  were  the  priceless  volumes  read, 

On  these  the  youthful  mind  was  fed. 

Small  learning  his,  as  for  the  rest 

He  v/isdom  sucked  from  I^ature's  breast : 

And  taught  in  Poverty's  hard  school 

He  early  learned  himself  to  rule. 

To  struggle  with  an  adverse  fate, 

To  hope,  to  labor  and  to  wait. 


IV. 

Tall,  ungainly,  gaunt  of  limb, 
Rudely  Nature  moulded  him. 
Awlavard  form  and  homely  face, 
Owing  naught  to  outward  grace; 
Yet,  behind  the  rugged  mien 
Were  a  mind  and  soul  serene. 
And  in  deep-set  eyes  there  shone 
Genius  that  was  all  his  own. 
Humor  quaint  with  pathos  blent 
To  his  speech  attraction  lent; 
Telling  phrase  and  homely  quip 
Falling  lightly  from  his  lip. 
Eloquent  of  tongue  and  clear, 
Logical,  devoid  of  fear. 
Making  plain  whate'er  was  dense 
By  the  light  of  common  sense. 
Tender  as  the  bravest  be, 
Pitiful  in  high  degree. 
Wrathful  only  where  offence 
Led  to  grievous  consequence; 
Hating  sham  and  empty  show; 
Chivalrous  to  beaten  foe; 
Ever  patient  in  his  ways ; 
Cheerful  in  the  darkest  days ; 
N^ot  a  demi-god  or  saint 
Such  as  fancy  loves  to  paint, 
But  a  truly  human  man 
Built  on  the  heroic  plan. 


Y. 


The  years  rolled  by,  but  little  came 
To  mark  the  unknown  Lincoln's  name. 
A  lawyer  at  the  County  bar. 
He  seemed  from  fame  and  fortune  far. 
Save  in  his  home,  obscure,  remote. 
Were  few  to  deem  him  worthy  note. 
But  such  as  he  could  not  for  long 
Eemain  unnoticed  in  the  throng. 


And  Western  people  grew  at  length 

To  know  and  trust  in  Lincoln's  strength; 

For  keen  debate  then  stirred  the  air 

And  minds  were  troubled  everywhere. 

The  gathering  clouds  of  civic  strife 

Were  darkening  all  the  Nation's  life, 

And  men  were  asking  in  their  fear 

For  One  to  make  the  issue  clear. 

And — then  it  was  that  Lincoln  spoke, 

And  far  and  wide  the  country  woke 

To  claim  and  hail  him  in  delight, 

The  Spokesman  of  the  JSTorthern  right. 

The  Champion  of  the  Union  cause. 

Of  Constitution  and  the  laws. 

E'en  the  reluctant  East  confessed 

This  "backwoods  statesman"  of  the  West 

An  orator  of  mighty  power. 

The  destined  leader  of  the  hour. 


VI. 


But  why  the  sequel  aim  to  tell 

When  every  schoolboy  knows  it  well  ? 

ISTow  chosen  by  the  People's  voice. 

Chief  Magistrate  by  loyal  choice, 

He  firmly  grasped  the  helm  of  State 

And  made  himself  immortal — great. 

Through  all  the  years  of  civic  strife 

That  won  the  struggling  Nation's  life. 

Serene,  resourceful,  dogged,  wise. 

He  wrought  his  Country's  high  emprise. 

Misunderstood,  abused,  assailed. 

His  noble  spirit  never  quailed. 

Calmly  enduring  Fortune's  blows, 

The  bitter  hatred  of  his  foes, 

He  faltered  not,  but  onward  pressed 

To  gain  his  consecrated  quest. 

By  single  pen-stroke  of  his  hand 

He  freed  a  hapless  Negro  band 

And  bade  a  race  of  slaves  be  men 

Nor  ever  wear  the  chains  again. 


YII. 

Ah !  none  but  God  the  sorrows  knew 
Which  pierced  his  tender  bosom  through ; 
The  burden  of  his  groans  and  sighs, 
The  tears  which  started  to  his  eyes, 
The  awful  anguish  and  the  pain, 
The  loneliness,  the  bitter  strain — 
He  suffered  all  with  patient  soul 
To  win  the  JSTation's  destined  goal, 
That,  purged  from  foul  rebellion's  stain, 
United,  free,  it  might  remain. 


YIII. 

And  now  the  Union  saved,  no  foe 
In  Southern  men  would  Lincoln  know, 
But  strove  to  bind  as  best  he  could 
Discordant  States  in  brotherhood. 
This  gracious  task,  this  noble  aim. 
That  croAvned  his  pinnacle  of  fame 
Was  scarce  begim,  when,  lo!  an  act. 
Bom  of  a  treasonable  compact. 
Wrought  by  a  murderous  maniac's  hand, 
Convulsed  a  horror-stricken  land — 
A  shot  by  hate  and  madness  sped 
Laid  low  the  Nation's  honored  Head. 
But  why  recall  the  ghastly  sight. 
The  anguish  of  that  awful  night. 
The  hero-martyr  basely  slain, 
A  Nation's  wrath,  a  Nation's  pain  1 
From  lip  to  lip  the  tidings  spread 
And  strong  men  sobbed  for  Lincoln — dead 
While  eager  praise  from  all  the  earth 
Proclaimed  his  greatness  and  his  worth. 


IX. 

But  why  prolong  the  note  of  praise, 
Belaud  him  in  unworthy  lays  ? 
Immortal  now  in  deathless  fame 
Remains  the  glory  of  his  Name. 
His  life,  his  deeds,  do  still  abide 
To  thrill  a  Nation's  heart  with  pride, 
And  generations  yet  shall  rise 
To  contemplate  with  grateful  eyes 
liincoln,  the  martyr  and  the  man. 
The  foremost — great  American. 
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